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Mrs. John P. Kennedy stands at a White House entrance 
with her children, three-year-old John Jr., and Caroline, before 
joining the procession in which her husband’s body was borne, 

neTrint ^ion to the Ca P itol - At rear are Attor- 

ney General Robert Kennedy and Mrs. Jean Smith, sister of the- 


Son Clutches U.S. Flag 


WASHINGTON (UPI) — “I 
want a flag to take home to 
my. daddy.” 

: Those were the words of John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy Jr., who is 
3 years _ old today. 

The little boy was seen by 
millions of people clutching the 
tiny American flag in his fist 
as he walked down the 36 steps 
of the Capitol Sunday. 

He got the flag in the Speak- 
er s office for the tall man with 
laughing blue eyes who used to 
love him and pet him and take 
him _ on helicopter rides. The 
President who is no more. 

John-John, as his father af- 
fectionately called him, was 
taken there when he got restless 
m the Rotunda where he had 
■ to be so still and couldn’t break 
loose from his mother’s firm 
hold. 

Would Understand 

His father, who was rarely 
still, would have undei^uod. 

John Jr. is expected to go to 
Arlington Cemetery today 
when the daddy he adored is 
laid to rest with ' other Ameri- 
, cans who served their country. 
He has been there before and 
he has heard the sound of taps. 

The President took his son to 
Arlington on Veterans Day, only 
two weeks ago, to honor the 
war dead. The youngster 
charmed the nation by saluting 
the men in uniform and attempt- 
ing to fall in step with his father. 

Today when there should be 
rejoicing for John Jr., there is 
sadness for him. He was to 
have a little birthday party 
Tuesday to celebrate with his 


playmates. He may still have 
that. His father would have 
wanted it. 

Apple of his Eye 

His sister Caroline, who will 
be 6 years old on Wednesday, 
got most of the attention. She 
was the apple of her daddy’s 
eye. 

But in the last six months, a 
bond of mutual affection and 
mutual joy had sprung up be- 
tween the President and his 
son. John Jr. used to walk him 
to the office in the West Wing 
in the morning, talking a blue 
streak about his toys, mostly 
about helicopters. He liked to 
crawl under the President’s 
desk, beg chewing gum from 
receptionist Dave Powers and 
rock fast in his daddy’s famous i 
rocker. i 


Associnted Pr<*« Phntn 



